I hear the women singing, and the throbbing of the drum.
And when the song is failing, or the drums a moment mute,
The weirdly wistful wailing of the melancholy flute.

Little life has got to offer, and little man to lose,
Since to-day Fate deigns to proffer, oh wherefore, then,

refuse

To take this transient hour, in the dusky Temple gloom
While the poppies are in flower, and the mangoe trees

abloom.

And if Fate remember later, and come to claim her due,
What sorrow will be greater than the Joy I had with you?
For to-day, lit by your laughter, between the crushing

years,
I will chance, in the hereafter, eternities of tears.